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INTRODUCTION. 



These Poetical Sketches are the first efforts of the 
Authoress, and were composed in the few hours of 
leisure which she has been able to devote, amid the 
duties of active life, to the cultivation of the Muses. 
It may be easy for a critical eye to detect blemishes 
and imperfections, — ^but, in presenting these Poems to 
the Public, she trusts that springing, as they do, 
from one who has never enjoyed the advantages of 
' a liberal education, they will be received with in- 
dulgence. At the same time, the kind encouragement 
which she has met with from a few highly esteemed 
friends, has lead her to entertain the hope that they 
may not prove altogether destitute of merit. Living 
from her earliest years in a " land of song," she 
has felt the sweet spirit of poesy breathing upon her ; 
and, charmed by the romantic scenery around her, — 
green woods, and heath-clad hills, deep glens and 



VI INTRODUCTION. 

sparkling 8treams,-r-she has been often impelled to 
give utterance to her feelings in verse. 

Many of these pieces were composed by the 
Authoress on the banks of the Gala, whose sweet, 
soft music, mingling with the melodies of the wood- 
land, has often charmed her into forgetftOness of the 
rough realities of life. Others were composed at the 
fireside, in her father's little cottage, at the hours of 
the gloamm, when, after the bustle of the day had 
ceased, the clouds and cares of the present were 
chased away by the bright dreams of the past, and 
the happy hopes of the future, till she found that 
her musings had twined themselves into numbers, 
and assumed the form in which they now appear. 

The authoress has much pleasure in taking ad- 
vantage of this opportunity to express her heart-felt 
thanks to her many kind friends for their warm and 
active assistance, without which she would not have 
been able to publish this little volume. 
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RUSTIC LAYS. 



THE PASTOE OF STOW. 

How dear to the poor is the voice of compassion ! 

LikjB the touch of a seraph it falls on the heart, 
And thrills through the bosom, with that sweet 
emotion, 

The soft voice of pity alone can impart. 
say not the poor hath no friend to defend him, — 

There's one ever ready to lighten his woe — 
There's a hand to relieve, and a heart to befriend him, 

And blessings for all with the pastor of Stow. 

The mild kindling eye seems with love running over, 
A bland honest smile o'er his face ever plays — 

A spirit of bliss seems around him to hover. 
In the fair path of virtue directing his ways. 



But who can tell the deep pathos of feeling 
That bursts from his bosom in 85anpathy's glow ! 

The tear or the smile only brighter revealing 
The kind humble heart of the pastor of Stow. 

Along the whole valley his name is respected ; 

In church and in school he is valued by all ; 
For the good of his flock every aim is directed, 

He shares the same welcome in cottage and hall. 
The lambs of the fold he is zealously tending, 

And striving the love of a saviour to show : 
And prayers for their weal to the throne are ascending 

From their fond faithful shepherd, the pastor of Stow. 

He is one of the few whose whole life is devoted 

To comfort the poor, and relieve the distressed, — 
Who hath lived to the Lord, by the world all un-spotted. 

Whom Jesus will welcome to enter his rest. 
when earth shall have passed with its sorrows forever, 

And the spirit hath conquered the last bitter foe, 
Round the great heavenly throne at the feet of the 
Saviour, 

May I worship the Lamb with the pastor of Stow. 



TO A LADY. 

WRITTEN WHEN THIRTEEN YEARS OF AGE. 

Dear lady, wander where you will, 
Though far from home you be, 

My grateful heart attends you still, — 
You claim a prayer from me. 

But gratitude can ne'er repay 

The debt to you I owe, — 
Lady, accept my love — ^my thanks — 

'Tis all I can bestow. 



TO MY SISTER. 

Blest be thy lot, my sister dear, 

Though far from me that lot be cast ; 
be thy sky for ever clear. 

Unsullied by an angry blast. 
Friend of my youth, kind and sincere. 

Nor love nor friendship equals thine ; 
Star of my heart, my sister dear — 

My fond, my faithful Caroline. 

Although we're severed, may thy heart 
Its wonted candour still retain ; 

Nor let the world, with wily art. 
Thy character or conscience stain. 



May guardian angels still attend, 

And heavenly light around thee shine ; 

On Jesus grace alone depend, 
And thou art safe, dear Caroline. 



CHURCH OF HERIOT. 

In yonder wild, but lovely glen. 
Where nature purest dew distils, 

Far from the busy haunts of men, 
Appears the church among the hills. 

A heavenly calm, a sacred peace, 

A silent joy the valley fills ; 
A holy beauty lights the place. 

Where stands the church among the hills. 



TO GALA WATER. 

Flow on, thou fair river — would that my heart 
Were as light as thy crystalline stream ! 

Would my song were as free as the murmurs that 
start 
From thy waves 'neath the summer-sun's beam ! 



! that low gushing melody steals o'er my brain, 
Like the soft hallowed strains of the past, 

As they waken the musings of memory again, 
Fairy visions around me are cast. 

Flow on, lovely river — thy banks are still fair, 
And the flowers by thy side bloom as sweet, 

As they bloomed when my sky was unclouded by care. 
And life's Toses gi*ew under my feet. 

But the roses are withered — ^their fragrance is fled, 
And their beauty hath sunk in decay ; 

And, instead of the Kght o'er my bosom once shed, 
Clouds and darkness encompass my way. 

Flow on, gentle river — would that my breast, 

Were as light as thy crystalline stream ! 
Would my heart were as free as thy waves gold\&n 

crest. 
As they dance *neath the summer-sun's beam ! 



MY CHILDHOOD'S HAME. 

Within a wood, deep in a glen. 

Where beauty a' the heart is wilin', 

A bonnie, low -built cot I ken, 

Wi' nature's sweets a* round it smilin'. 



weel I lo'e that wee, wee cot, 

The hame where life's young days flew o'er me, 
Ilk' green- wood haunt, and favourite spot. 
In weel-kent form arise before me. 

1 see ilk' bonnie bush and tree, 

And wild-flower by the path- way springing 
I feel the breeze sweep o'er the lea. 

And hear the warbler's wood-notes ringin'. 

And aye where'er I turn my e'e, 

Some kindly face my gaze is meetin' ; 

A love-lit glance is bent oh me, 

A love-fraught voice my ear is greetin'. 

had I a' wealth could impart, 

I'd count its pleasures poor and shallow^ 

Compared wi' that which blessed my heart, 
In yon wee cot by wind in' Gala. 



THE COT m THE GLEN. 

See yonder ivy -covered cot. 

That stands within the glen, 
Embowered in green, like fairy grot, 
A wild, sequester'd, lonely spot. 
Where virtuous hearts have found their lot. 

Afar from human ken. 



But lonely as that spot appears, 

And hnmble to the view, 
Yet nature there her beauty wears. 
The heart a heavenly brightness shares, 
That triumphs over all its cares. 

And all its crosses too. 

The hardy cottagers can view 

With thankfulness their lot ; 
Each morning may their toil renew. 
Beneath the heaven's o'er-arching blue ; 
But joy distils like summer dew. 

Around that lowly cot. 

Nor is religion wanting there. 

Its holy light to lend. 
It is their first, their chiefest care, 
To raise their hearts, in praise and prayer. 
To Him, whose heavenly love they share,— 

Their Father, Guardian, Friend. 

No pride is there to gall tl\e eye. 

No strife to grate the ear ; 
A kindred spirit seems to lie 
In every breast, love's strongest tie ; 
And every passion seems to fly 

Far from that cottage dear. 



ON VISITING TORWOODLEE. 

" Why my heart so wildly beating," 
As each well known scene I trace ; 

All the past, before me fleeting. 
Throws a charm o'er every place. 

Hill and dale with mirth are ringing, 
Field and grove with beauty bright, 

Trees and flowers all radiant springing, 
Greet the mom's returning light. 

ye scenes of happy childhood. 
Once again your paths I tread, 

Once again I range the wild- wood. 
Climb the steeps, and court the shade. 

Down that glen, how often straying. 
From the banks I plucked the flowers ! 

At my feet the streamlet playing. 
Swiftly flew the fairy hours. 

Life's young morn so bright, so beaming, 

Days of innocence and glee I 
Faces gone, through memory streaming, 

From the past look out on me. 



Sweet those hours were, yet of brighter, 
Happier, moments I can tell, 

When the throbbing heart grew lighter. 
As the shades of evening fell. 

Peaceful shades I tho' now no longer 
I can claim a home in thee. 

Absence only binds me stronger 
To these hills and valleys free. 

This fond heart, with rapture glowing, 
Loves to dwell on things so dear ; — 

Even the river, wildly flowing. 
Falls like music on the ear. 

Must I now, with bosom swelling. 
Leave again this magic spot ? — 

Still sweet memories in me dwelling. 
Tell thou canst not be forgot. 



TO SCOTLAND, FROM ENGLAND. 

Scotland ! ever dear to me. 
Though I wander far from thee. 
Still I love thy rocky shore, 
Hills and valleys more and more ! 
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Fairer scenes around me rise, 
Smoother rivers, brighter skies ; 
Hills with verdant vales between, 
Fields bedecked with lovely green. 

But ah I they want the witching spells 
That bind my heart to Scotland's dells ; 
The name has in itself a charm 
Each Caledonian breast to warm. 

Give, give me back the hills, 
Traced with leaping silvery rills, 
Where the clouds of morning rest 
On their high and craggy breast. 

Dear native land, I love thee more. 
Thy mountains' frown, thy rivers' roar, 
Thy rocky steeps, thy sterile fields, 
Than all the beauty England yields. 

Scotland ! ever dear to me. 
Though I wander far from thee. 
Still I love thy rocky shore. 
Hills and valleys more and more ! 
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MY NATIVE LAND. 

My native land I my native land ! 
Where liberty shall firmly stand, 
Where men are brave in heart and hand, 

In ancient Caledonia. 
How dear to me those gurgling rills, 
That wander free amang the hills ; 
How sweet to me the sang that fills 

The groves o* Caledonia I 

They tell me o' a distant isle, 
Where summer suns for ever smile ; 
But frae my heart they'll never wile 

My love for Caledonia ! 
And what are a' their flowery plains, 
If filled with weeping slavery's chains ? 
Nae foot o' slavery ever stains 

My native Caledonia ! 

Though cauld's the sun that sheds his rays 
O'er Scotland's bonnie woods and braes ; 
let me spend my latest days 

In ancient Caledonia ! 
My native land I my native land ! 
Where liberty shall firmly stand ; 
Where men are brave in heart and hand, 

True sons of Caledonia ! 
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THE EMIGEANT^S FAEEWELL. 

Ijand of my fathers, I leave thee in sadness — 
Far from my dear native country I roam ; 

Fondly I cling to the bright scenes of gladness, 
That shone o'er my heart in my dear happy home. 

Far from the home of my childhood I wander — 
Far from the friends I may never meet more ; 

Oft on those visions of bliss I shall ponder — 
Visions that memory alone can restore. 

Friends of my youth I I shall love you for ever — 
Closer and firmer ye twine round my heart ; 

Though now the wide sea our lot may dissever, 
Affection and friendship can never depart. 

Land of my fathers I I leave thee in sadness ! 

Dear to my heart thou shalt ever remain : 
Oh when shall I gaze on those bright scenes of gladness! 

When shall I visit my country again ! 
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TO AN EMIGEANT. 

Why should'st thou leave thy native land, 
To tread 'neath foreign skies ? 

Why should'st thou break affection's band, 
Or sever friendship's ties ? 

Can other climes, however fair, 

More happiness bestow ? 
Or wilt thou find a welcome there. 

Like that of home ? ah, no. 

It's true, the sun may brighter shine, 

And tempt thy steps to roam. 
And gay green bowers may fairer twine, 

Than those around thy home. 

But still amid that fairy scene. 

Thou can'st not happier be ; 
Thoughts of the past shall come between, 

And mingle with thy glee. 

When sorrow steals across thy heart, 

And sickness lays thee low. 
No friend is there, with gentle art, 

To soothe thee in thy woe. 
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Ah then how fondly wilt thou sigh 
For some kind voice to cheer ! 

And long for some soft, watchful eye ! 
And wish some loved one near ! 

Then o'er thy soul will shadows fall, 
Thine eye with grief shall swell, 

And fain thy heart would now recall, 
That long, that last farewell. 

Then wherefore leave thy native land, 

To seek a distant shore ? 
Why bid adieu to Scotland's strand, 

Which thou may*st see no more ? 



ON VISITING BORTHWICK CASTLE. 

All is silence around me, and sad is my heart. 
As I tread through the dreary and tenantless halls, 

While I trace mid the ruins the relics of art. 
And gaze on these shattered and desolate walls. 

But ah ! 'twas not thus, when the noble, the great. 
Sat down to the feast with the beauteous of yore, 

And moved mid the splendour and trappings of state, 
And these now gloomy chambers a cheerfulness wore; 



15 

When the tramp of the warrior, the rattling of mail, 
And the war-notes were heard ; when the sword 
left its sheath, 

And proud bosoms beat 'neath their armour of steel, 
As dauntless they sped on their errand of death ; 

While the maiden looked forth from her lattice on high, 
And the fair cheek of beauty was dimmed by a tear, 

And a prayer from that bosom was seeking the sky. 
As she watched them depart, for her lover was there. 

Then with laurels returning, the heroes were hailed, 
And the shout of their leader was " Borthwick 
and Fame," 

what pride in those brave martial spirits prevailed. 
As they mingled their voice in the joyous acclaim ! 

Then, then came the meeting of lover and maid. 
And the scenes of the battle-field fled like a dream, 

All was peace, all was bliss, in the glen's hazel shade, 
As they now purely whispered their love by the 
stream. 

Ah where have those gay visicms fled ? am I left 
Alone, mid the ruins all gloomy and grey ? 

The walls of their paintings and tapestry reft. 
Like the splendour of old, are now passing away. 
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In the Queen^s royal chamber no record we trace, 
To tell us that beauty has ever been there ; 

The owl and the bat now inhabit the place, 

That once was the home of the brave and the fair. 



THE DYING GIRL TO HER MOTHER. 

mother I am dying ; 

But death I do not fear, 
For Christ my faithful shepherd 

Is ever watching near. 
And he will guide me safely 

To realms of bliss above, 
Where I shall ever see him, 

And ever feel his love. 

But, mother, weep not o'er me, 

Nor grieve when I am gone 
From scenes of sin and sorrow, 

Where peace nor joy is known. 
In yon bright world of spirits, 

Our Father I shall see ; 
And Jesus' eye so gracious. 

Shall ever beam on me. 
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mother, thou dost love me, — 
I know thy tender heart 

With grief is well nigh breaking, 
To think that we must part. 

This only makes me falter. 
This only dims my eye ; 

Yet let this cheer thee. Mother, 
We soon shall meet on high. 

But, mother, angel voices 
Fall gently on my ear ; 

So soft, so clear, so silvery — 
I may not linger here. 

1 hear them fondly calling — 

" Come, sister, come away — 
" Come to our world of glory," — 
I must not — cannot stay. 

mother, still I hear them, 

Their voice is soft and sweet ; 
They'll lead me now to Jesus, 

And place me at his feet. 
My soul is throbbing wildly, 

As it would break away 
To join those angel voices, 

Which I have heard to-day. 
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THE CHRISTIAN MOTHER ON THE 
DEATH OF A CHILD. 

why didst thou leave us, thou floweret so fair ! 
We mourn for our loss, but we will not despair ; 
We will weep o'er thy clay, but the tears, as they flow, 
Shall be tears of submission, though mingled with woe. 

Thou art fiar from the reach of temptation and sin — 
Thou art gone ere the hours of temptation begin — 
Thou art gone to thy rest in the mansions above, 
To repose in the arms of a Saviour's love. 

The fair flowers of summer around thee shall wave, 
We will plant the forget-me-not over thy grave ; 
And oft, as we bend o^er thy cold grassy bed, 
We will cuU the sweet emblems that bloom o'er thy 
head. 

Then farewell, my lost one, I will not repine ; 
Since the Saviour hath called thee, I calmly resign ; 
Though plucked like a rose-bud before it has blown. 
With new beauty thou bloom'st where now thou art 
gone. 
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THE ORPHAN GIRL. 

mother, dear mother, thy grave is made. 
And cold in the earth thou wilt soon be laid ; 
In the pitiless world I am left alone, 

And all that I loved on the earth is gone. 

And I miss the smile that was wont to cheer, 
And to soothe my heart when oppressed and drear ; 
Thy bosom so gentle — thy tender call — 
Thy accents — so loving I miss them all. 

1 have now no friend to direct my youth, 
And teach me the precepts of grace and truth ; 
No voice of compassion now greets my ear, — 
A stranger, an orphan I wander here. 

But I would not wish thee to tread again 
This desolate world, full of grief and pain ; 
For now is thy home in a land of love, 
Among holy angels and saints above. 

The storms of life now unheeded may blow, — 
Thou art far away from the reach of woe ; 
In that blessed home all is light and peace, — 
There sorrow and sighing for ever cease. 
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But something now whispers within my heart, 
That from the cold world I soon must depart ;- 
Oh, I long for the hoar that shall bid me fly 
To meet thee, dear mother, beyond the sky. 

And my heart now pants for the things above. 
And my hope is fixed on onr Father's love ; 
In that land of glory, so bright and fisiir. 
Mother, dear mother I I shall meet thee there. 



THE WIDOW 

WHOSE HUSBAND PERISHED IN A SNOW STORM. 

Sad, sad is now thy lonely lot, 
Thy heart with sorrow aching — 

Ah ! blighted is that heart I wot, 
Now widowed, weary, breaking. 

With buoyant hopes and prospects bright, 
Thy husband left his dwelling, 

While speculation's phantom light. 
Of future bliss w,ds telling. 
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Thou didst not think at parting hour, 
What dismal clouds were gathering, 

Nor dream of the dark blighting power, 
'Neath which thy heart is withering. 

Long, long, thou lone one, didst thou weep, 

And wait for his returning ; 
And nightly vigils would'st thou keep. 

All whispered dangers spuming. 

But vain thy prayers, for lowly now 

The loved, the lost, is lying. 
With mountain dews upon his brow. 

And wild winds round him sighing. 

For death's cold hand is on him laid. 

Amid that moor so lonely — 
His shroud is now his tartan plaid. 

His dirge the night breeze only, 



WINTER. 

Old winter now comes on apace. 
With visage dark and wan ; 

See how he shows his angry face ; 

The dreary path we well may trace. 
Of that old haggard man. 
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He strips the trees, and makes them bare, 

And scatters all around 
The leaves that hung so green and fair ; 
While boughs, and branches everywhere, 

Lie broken on the ground. 

The flowers that bloomed so fresh and gay, 

Are drooping and decayed ; 
He broke and blighted every spray. 
And chased each lovely hue away. 

And caused each bud to fade. 

But winter boasts of darker deeds 

Than those which nature mourns — 
The tearful eye, the heart that bleeds, 
Crushed by the woe his cold hand breeds. 
Till cheering spring returns. 

Then haste old winter to depart — 

Let spring again appear ; 
What pleasure must her smiles impart, 
When every waiting, weeping heart. 

Shall greet her presence here ! 
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SPEING. 

I love the spring, her sunny hours, 
Her dewy moms, and pearly showers, 
Her grassy meads, and budding bowers. 

And limpid stream ; 
While glade and glen with opening flowers. 

All radiant gleam. 

The snowdrop, and the daisy white. 
The yellow buttercup so bright — 
Flowers that were welcomed with delight, 

In childhood's day. 
In shining clusters meet my sight. 

On every brae. 

All, all is bright, divinely fair, 

A glorious scene, beyond compare — 

The sea, the sky, the earth, the air 

With gladness ring ! 
And seem in unison to share 

The mirth of spring. 
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TO SPRING. 

Come, lovely Spring, with all thy train- 
Come with thy fragrant sweets again — 
Come to adorn our forest bowers, 
In shining green, and blooming flowers. 

Sweet is the voice of cheery spring. 
Through all the groves loud echoing ; 
See all aronnd so fresh, so bright, 
Called forth by nature's magic might. 

How gay, how lovely, and how fair 
Earth doth her shining mantle wear I 
Refreshing breezes murmur low, 
And in the shade sweet flowerets blow ; 

Myriads of songsters warbling near. 
With every sound that charms the ear, 
A joyous anthem seem to raise. 
To chant their great Creator's praise. 
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SUMMER. 

Now Summer sweet again appears, in loveliness 

arrayed; 
And many a fragrant little flower is blooming in the 

shade. 
How lovely is the gay green leaf that flutters on 

each tree I 
And every sound that greets the ear is full of 

melody. 

There's not a speck upon the sky, so bright, so blue 

so clear; 
And many a warbler's wood-note wild thrills sweetly 

on the ear. 
There's gladness floating on the breeze across the 

heath-clad hill, 
And music in the murmur of each little gurgling 

rill. 

who can look, with heart unmoved, on nature's 

fairy charms. 
And feel no transport of delight, which all the bosom 

warms? 
While gaziQg on these lovely scenes joy animates 

the soul, 
And lifte the heart in thankfulness to Him who gave 

the whole. 
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A SUMMEE EVENING. 

Oh I love the peaceful hour of eve, 
When the sun has sunk to rest ; 

When the lambkins sport upon the lea, 
Or climb on the mountain's breast. 

When the swallow skims on airy wing. 

And twitters so full of glee ; 
And the air is filled with sweet perfumes, 

And hum of the laden bee ; 

And green are the leaves on the old 
oak tree. 

Where the blackbird warbles his lay — 
my heart is filled with a silent joy. 

At the close of a summer day I 



ON AN AUTUMN EVENING. 

This autumn eve — ^how beautiful — ^how calm I 
A sadness soft, subdued, pervades the whole ; 

And like a holy heaven-breathing balm, 
I feel its gentle influence o'er my soul. 
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Like angels' whispers, lightly plays the breeze, 
In low hushed munnurs, stealing through the air, 

Eolian harp of sweetest symphonies, 
Breathing its plaintive music everywhere. 

The moon, with pale and melancholy crest, 
Like a bright spirit from a brighter sphere. 

Lends her chaste rays to lull the day to rest, 
And with her mellow beams the night to cheer. 

some ethereal being sure this night 

Is flitting through the world on wing serene, 

A heavenly peace diffusing in her flight, 
And scattering beauty over every scene. 



THE SEA-GULL. 

How tranquil is thy motion I 
How peaceful is thy breast I 

As on the heaving ocean 
Thy spreading pinions rest. 

The billows ne'er alarm thee. 
However high they swell ; 

The dashing waves ne'er harm thee — 
Thou know'st the tempest well. 
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There, there so gently gliding 
Thou tak'st thy stately way, 

So proudly thou art riding 
Amidst the bursting spray I 

Thus, o'er the world prevailing. 

May I be taught to rise, 
Though life's rude waves be swelling, 

And stormy be the skies ! 

Still ever onward pressing, 
' With faith, and hope, and joy ; 
At last receive the blessing, — 
Bliss that shall never cloy. 



THE DYING SWAN. 

Evening, arrayed in her garb of grey. 
Steals forth, and the moon with silver ray 
Is shedding her light on tree and tower, 
To hallow the shade of the twilight hour. 

The breeze is playing the flowers among. 
And wafting their sweets on the air along ; 
All nature seems bathed in a softer dew, 
Than ever the dawn of the morning knew. 
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Mountain and valley are silent all, 
Save the gentle gush of the water-foil ; 
Whose artless melodies murmering past, 
A sadder spell o'er the evening cast. 

But hark I a sound through the silence breaks ; 
On the lake's calm bosom soft music wakes, — 
sweet and low, like angels' notes, 
That mellow strain o'er the water floats. 

'Tis the dying swan ; his graceful crest 
Droops lowly now on his weary breast ; 
The film of death o'er his eye is cast. 
And the tide of his life is ebbing fast. 

He hath gazed his last on the peaceful shade, 
The cherished spot, where his home was made. 
On the waves that were wont to kiss his breast, 
While sporting in glee round his parent nest. 

To his mourning friends he hath breathed adieu. 
That his last sad moments they may not view ; 
For he would not darken his native bower, 
By the gloomy scene of his dying hour. 

He hath turned from them all with a long, low sigh, 
Languid and weak, and alone to die ; 
Yet sadly sweet is the song he sings. 
As he floats along on his weary wings. 
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Afar from the haunts of noise and strife, 
Undisturbed by the turmoil and din of life, 
He fears not death I but in peace he fades, 
Like a summer flower, 'neath the evening shades. 

thus from the world would I pass away, 
Serene at the close of life's weary day ; 

And, while death's dark shadows around me lie, 

1 would calmly, and peacefully close my eye. 



TO THE PEIMKOSE. 

Thou lovely, modest, little flower, 
More fit to deck a palace bower, — 
More fit to grow in gardens gay. 
And there thy beauteous grace display. 
Than bloom far from the haunts of men. 
Unheeded in a lonely glen ; 
Methinks I hear thee thus reply — 
" Let flaunting beauties catch the eye ; 
I love to spring 'mong rustic glens. 
On craggy steeps, in shady fens ; 
I love the peaceful valley more 
Than garden gay, or princely bower." 
lovely flower, may I like thee, 
Be clothed in sweet humility I 
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TO THE SNOWDROP. 

First child of spring, thou snowdrop fair, 
So lowly sweet, and unassuming ; 

Earth doth not yield a gem so rare 
As thee, in all thy beauty blooming. 

Thou com'st, the firstling of the year. 
While wintry winds are yet careering ; 

Thou com'st 'mid storms and tempests drear. 
Nor wind, nor storm, nor tempest fearing. 

Thou com'st, in loveliness arrayed, 

Of artless worth, and beauty telling, — 

Thou com'st, with all thy sweets displayed, 
All other flowers in grace excelling. 

Thou com'st, sweet, humble, opening flower. 
Thy every leaflet tinged with gladness, 

Like friendship true, in sorrow's hour. 
Diffusing bliss in time of sadness. 
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THE FOEGET-ME-NOT. 

Oh dear to me is the daisy white, 

With its fringe of crimson hue ; 
And dear is the yellow primrose bright, 

All bathed in the morning dew ; 
And sweet the rose in the dewy bower. 

By the door of our humble cot ; 
But sweeter far to me is the flower 

Of the blue forget-me-not. 

For deep in the grove, it seemed to me, 

Like a sapphire darkly set ; 
And in the glen by the birchen tree. 

Where oft with my love I met. 
He wove a wreath of the blossoms fair. 

As we sat on the shady spot. 
And twined the flowers in my raven hair. 

And whispered " forget-me-not/' 

So bright were the moments by his side, 

And so fond the fairy tale, 
That still the love enchanted bride. 

In the cottage by the vale, 
Dreams of the dear departed days, — 

Dreams of the woodland grot, — 
Of the green hills and grassy braes. 

And the blue forget me-not. 
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ANGELS^ WHISPERS. 

In those hours when thought is creeping 
O^er my heart, and through my brain, 

Feelings, which have long been sleeping, 
Waken into life again. 

Blissful visions flit before me ; 

Hope is kindled in my breast ; 
Holy voices, breathing o'er me, 

Tell me where to find my rest. 

Heralds bright, of heaven's own sending, 
From the eternal realms of day ; 

Angel forms are round me bending. 
And methinks I hear them say, — 

" Child of earth, cease thy sighing — 

Lift thy tearful eye above I 
See the joy before thee lying, 

In yon glorious land of love. 

" Think not thou to bask in pleasure. 
In a changing world like this ; 

Heavenward turn, and search for treasure, 
'Mid the golden fields of bliss. 
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" Look not on the past with sorrow, 
Though it shadow'd be in gloom ; 

Darkest night has still a morrow, — 
Winter past — the flowers will bloom. 

" So with thee ; though now enshrouded 
In the dreary night of dread, 

Soon shall peace, free and unclouded, 
Burst in brightness o'er thy head. 

" Not in anger art thou stricken ; 

Murmur not against the rod ; 
Every wound is meant to quicken. 

And to lead thee to thy God." 

Thus they speak in whispered voices, 
Till my spirit yearnings cease ; 

Till my humbled heart rejoices 
In those promises of peace. 

Mortal thoughts are all forbidden ; 

Earth, and all that's earthly dies ; 
Glories, far with Jesus hidden, 

Draw me upward to the skies. 
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THE STKEAM OF LIFE. 

Down by a crystal stream, 

Musing I strayed ; 
As 'neath the summer beam 

Lightly it played ; 
Winding by field and fen, 
Mountain and meadow, then 
Stealing through wood and glen, 

Softening the shade. 

Thus, then, methought, is life ; 

Onward it flows — 
Now mingling peace with strife, 

Toil with repose, — 
Now sparkling joyously 
Under the glare of day. 
Drinking each sunny ray. 

Purely it glows. 

Now gliding peacefully. 

Calm, and serene, 
Smoothly it takes its way. 

Softly, I ween. 
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Mormnr its waters past. 
will that stillness last ! 
See, rocks are nearing fast, 
Gbanging the scene. 

Wildly it dashes now, — 

Loudly it roars — 
Over the craggy brow 

Fiercely it pours, — 
All in commotion lost — 
Wave over wave is tossed — 
Spray, white as winter's frost, 

Up from it soars. 

Yet where the conflict's worst. 

Brightest it gleams ; 
Rays, long in silence nurs'd, 

Shoot forth in streams : 
Beauties, before unknown. 
Out from its breast are thrown ; 
Light, like a golden zone. 

Brilliantly beams. 

Thus in the Christian's breast 

Pure fjEdth may lie, 
Hid in the day of rest, 

Deep from the eye ; 
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But when life's shadows lower, 
Faith lights the darkest hour, 
Driving, by heavenly power. 
Gloom from the sky. 



LIFE'S CHANGES. 

IVe watched, with deep feeling, 

The morning ray stealing. 
And chasing the mist from the brow of the hill ; 

When flowers, sweetly blowing. 

In beauty were glowing, 
And the lark's morning anthem was heard by the 
rill. 

And oft have I wandered, 

Where streamlets meandered, 
When day was expiring, and evening drew nigh, 

Till daylight had faded, 

And beauty was shaded 
By night's gloomy mantle o'erspreading the sky. 
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I've thus seen the smiling 

Of friendship beguiling 
The dark clouds of sorrow that hang o'er the heart ; 

Expanding the blossom 

Of peace in the bosom, 
Till gladness returning bade sorrow depart. 

But the bliss that abounded, 

When friendship surrounded, 
How transient its bloom, and how fleet its decay I 

For, like night darkly lowering, 

My soul overpowering, 
The friends that were dearest have faded away ! 



THOUGHTS OF THE PAST. 

0! there are thoughts of sadness. 

Of holy tranquil strain — 
Even in the midst of gladness 

They steal across the brain. 
They come unsought— enshrouded 

In memory's records fair ; 
While the past is aU unclouded, 

And the loved, the lost are there. 



39 

'Gainst the will the heart will ponder 

On delights for ever o'er ; 
And in thought will fondly wander 

With the friends we knew of yore. 
Though forever, ever parted, 

By stern fortune's cruel will ; 
Yet the true, the noble -hearted, 

As we loved we love them still. 

Then come visions of the weary, 

Of the tempted, and the tried. 
Who have trod life's desert dreary. 

And its evils have defied. 
0! they come in angel brightness 

From the spirit-land they come. 
Clothed in robes of snowy whiteness. 

Crowned with never-fading bloom. 

Now the lovely, and the loving — 

The faithful, and the fair — 
Are in fancy roimd us moving. 

Bright and gay, as once they were. 
And the sound of silv'ry voices 

O'er the tide of fancy streams. 
Till the heart almost rejoices 

In its melancholy dreams. 
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DAY DREAMS OP OTHER YEARS. 

There are moments when my spirit wanders back to 

other years, 
And time long, long departed, like the present, 

still appears ; 
And I revel in the sunshine of those happy, happy 

hours, 
When the sky of youth was cloudless, and its path 

was strewn with flowers. 

those days of dreamy sweetness I those visions 
of delight I 

Weaving garlands for the future, making all of 
earth too bright 1 

They come creeping through my memory, like mes- 
sengers of peace. 

Telling tales of bygone blessings, bidding present 
sorrows cease. 

Long lost friends are gathering round me, smiling 

faces, gentle forms. 
All unconscious of earth's struggles, all unmindful 

of its storms — 
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Beaming radiantly, and beautiful, as in the days of 

youth, 
When friendship was no mockery — ^when every 

thought was truth. 

Joy, illuming every bosom, made fair nature fairer 

still, 
Mirth sported on each summer breeze, and sung in 

every riU ; 
Beauty gleaming all around us, bright as dreams of 

fairy land. 
Oh faded now that lustre — scattered far that happy 

band! 

Now deeply traced with sorrow, is the once un- 
clouded brow ; 

And eyes that sparkled joyously, are dim with 
weeping now, 

We are tasting life in earnest, all its vain illusions 
gone. 

And the stars that glistened o'er our path, are falling 
one by one. 

Some are sleeping with their kindred — summer 

blossoms o'er them wave. 
Some lonely and unfriended, with the stranger found 

a grave — 



42 

While others now are wandering on a far and 

foreign shore, 
And that happy, loving company, shall meet, — ah ! 

never more. 

But afar in memory's garden, like a consecrated 

spot. 
The heart's first hopes are hidden, and can never be 

forgot ; 
And the light that cheered us onward, in our airy 

early days — 
Oft we linger in the distance to look back upon its 

rays. 

Old time, with hand relentless, may shed ruins o^er 

the earth, 
May strew our path with sorrow, make a desert of 

our hearth ; 
Change may blight our fairest blossoms, shroud our 

clearest light in gloom ; 
But the flowery fields of early years, shall never lose 

their bloom. 
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THE SOUL'S FLIGHT. 

Away from the world, my soul, — away 

To a brighter and happier clime I 
Oh haste to the realms of eternal day. 

Far, far in a land sublime I 
Earth is no place for a thing like thee, 

A spirit of immortal mould — 
Go, make thy abode with the blest, the free — 

The martyrs and saints of old. 

stay not to taste of earthly joys, 

Sip not of the poisoned cup ; 
Turn, turn from the wiles of the tempter's voice. 

And still let thy flight point up. 
Thou hast dangers to brave — ^but fear them not. 

For the victory shall be thine ; 
Thy foes are quelled, and thy battles fought. 

By the might of a hand divine. 

Go, bathe in the fountain of Jesus' blood. 
And wash'd and renewed thou shalt be. 

In the life-giving stream of that purple flood, 
Which gushes in mercy for thee. 
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And hark to the voice of celestial love, 
Tliat entreats thee to ask, and receive ; 

Tis the voice of thy Saviour, who cafls from above, 
And is waiting thy wants to relieve. 

Go, kneel at his feet in the mansions of bliss, 

'Mid the glorified myriads appear ; 
Spread thy wings, soar away from a world such as 
this — 

Make thy home in yon heavenly sphere : 
For earth is no place for a thing like thee. 

Thou spirit of immortal mould. 
Go, make thy abode with the blest, the free — 

The martyrs and saints of old. 



THE BAEK OF HOPE. 

O'er the dark waters of despair. 
The bark of hope is gliding, — 

'Mid surge and foam, with sails set fair. 
That tiny thing is riding. 
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What though the night is gathering fast, 
And stormy seas are roaring, 

And howling winds are rushing past, 
And skies are darkly lowering. 

Still, still she glides — ^that tiny form^ — 

Undaunted, and unshaken ; 
Though fury rages in the storm. 

No fear it seems to waken. 

And still, as darker grows the sky. 

And thunder crashes louder. 
There struggling on, she meets the eye. 

Though waves almost enshroud her. 

Though torn her sails, and shivered sore. 

Before the tempest bending. 
She bravely strives to gain the shore, 

'Gainst winds and waves contending. 

Now see that furious billow come — 
An instant she may quiver — 

But rising bright above the foam, 
She lives — ^and lives for ever I 
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NEVEE DESPAIR. 

Never despair, though the sun may hide 

His face 'neath a darksome cloud ; 
Though shades awhile o'er the sky may glide, 

And his golden beams enshroud ; 
He will soon burst forth in splendoui* bright, 
To dazzle the world with new-bom light. 

Though poverty's hand should lift the latch. 

And want should step boldly in ; 
Though pride should disdain thy roof of thatch. 

And deem lack of wealth a sin ; 
While each face the look of a stranger wears, 
That kindly smiled in thy happier years. 

Though thy heart should bend 'neath sorrow's 
blast, 

And sickness bedim thine eye, 
When storms around are gathering fast, 

And death seems hovering nigh. 
And thy spirit would burst from its home of clay. 
Longing to flee from earth's woes away. 
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Never despair — every stroke is given 

By a Father's chastening rod, 
Lifting thy wandering heart to heaven, 

And leading thee back to God. 
Thongh thy lot be nigged, and hard to bear, 
Trust in his mercy, and never despair. 



HOPE. 



there's a kindly voice. 

Bliss ever bringing ; 
Bidding the heart rejoice. 

Though with pain wringing ; 
Fear bursts her prison cords — 

Peace, like a river. 
Flows at the magic words — 

Hope on I hope ever I 

Sweet as the morning beams, 

Breaking above us ; 
Like a fond voice it seems 

From those that love us. 
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Life's Bun, with golden ray 

Bright from its quiver, 
Lighting our weary way — 

Hope on I hope ever ! 

Soothing the sadden'd breast, 

Chasing its sorrow, 
Lulling the night to rest. 

Cheering the morrow ; 
Bringing the wanderer peace, 

Leaving us never ; 
Bidding our mourning cease — 

Hope on I hope ever I 

And though the things of time 

Quickly are flying, 
Bright in a better clime 

New joys are lying, — 
Life, love, and fadeless flowers. 

Pure as their giver, 
Blooming mid heavenly bowers — 

Hope on I hope ever I 
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AFFECTION'S FAITH. 

Away on the breast of the ocean, 

Far away o'er the billowy brine, 
Mid the strife of the boiling commotion, 

Where the storm and the tempest combine, 
Eoams my heart, of its wand'ring ne'er weary ; 

While hope, with her heavenly smile. 
Cheers the bosom that else would be dreary, 

And points me to blessings the while. 

Of the far hidden future still dreaming. 

On the wild wings of fancy I fly, 
And the star of affection, bright beaming, 

Is piercing the gloom of our sky. 
And my home is away o'er the ocean, 

Afar o'er the wide swelling sea, 
Where a heart, in its purest devotion. 

Is breathing fond blessings on me. 
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TO FRIENDSHIP. 

If there's a charm to gladden earth's dull sphei-e, 

Or aught to sweeten life's full cup of woe, 
Aught in affliction's hour the soul to cheer, 

And make the tide of sorrow softer flow, — 
'Tis friendship's balmy voice — if that were gone. 

Ah ! earth would be, indeed, a wilderness, 
Where man might plod his dreary way alone. 

Weary, and desolate, and comfortless ! 

friendship, priceless boon I I know thy power 

To sweeten and subdue life's every ill ; 
Even as the dew-drop to the drooping flower — 

Even as the sunbeam to the mountain rill — 
Thou comest to the weary, way-worn heart, 

A heavenly messenger, our lot to share ; 
New life, new hopes, thy soothing tones impart, 

And grief grows light beneath thy tender care. 
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CONSTANCY. 

thou art faithfiil, — and my heart 
No sweeter, purer bliss e'er knew, — 

Nought can such pleasing joy impart 

As the dear thought that thou art true. 
Light of my life I beloved youth, 

1 will not-— cannot doubt thy truth ; 
Whatever my lot in life may be. 
Closely my heart shall cling to thee. 

Though fortune frown, and friends may chide, 
Unheeded shall their threat'nings be ; 

Each adverse fate can be defied. 

Whilst thou, dear youth, art left to me. 

0, I will fondly love thee still, 

And constant prove through good and ill ; 

Where'er thou art my home shall be — 

My heart hath made its home with thee. 
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EVER TEUE. 

Thou wert my first and only love, 

And such thou still must be ; 
Though fiau: away thy steps should rove^ 

'Twill cause no change in me. 

Let malice point her poison'd dart, 
And slander's bolts be thrown ; 

Yet nought on earth shall move my heart — 
I'll deem thee still my own. 

Ah blest those hours were, by thy side, 

Beneath our favourite tree ; 
Such transports years have not supplied, 

As in those hours with thee. 

And still the fond vows whispered then, 

Like golden chains shall be. 
To draw thee back to me again, 

And bind my heart to thee. 
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THE PARTED. 

Though cruel fate has severed us, perhaps to meet 

no more, 
Yet faithful memory in my breast thine image can 

restore. 
Shall absence ever change a love, so fond, so firmly 

set ? 
Ah ! no ; though thou art far away, I never can 

forget. 

There's not a flower that decks the plain, nor leaf 

upon the tree, 
Where nature's beauties are revealed, but bids me 

think of thee ; 
The linnet's song within the bush, so tender, soft, 

and clear. 
All, all unite to tell of thee, although thou art not 

near. 

I think on happy days gone by — ah, never to 

return — 
I think upon an absent love, far from my bosom 

torn; 
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I try to quell each lingering sigh, each feeling of 

regret ; 
But still my fond confiding heart forbids me to 

forget. 

And still wherever thou may'st roam, whatever may 

befall, 
My heart shall live with thee alone, my love, my life^ 

my all ; 
That home where friends and kindred dwell, has now 

no chiarms for me, 
For all that constitutes my life is centred, love, in 

thee. 

And oh ! wilt thou not think of me, when musing on 

the past? 
A brief remembrance wilt thou not upon my memory 

cast? 
While pleasure smiles about thy path, and friends are 

round thee met, 
I spare a transient thought on one, who never can 

forget. 
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SONG OF THE FORSAKEN. 

He told me he loved, and fondly I thought 

That his ev^ry word was truth, 
And willingly yielded the heart he sought, 

With the ardent glow of youth. 
And ! as I gazed on that much loved face, 

I was bound in magic spell — 
His dark eye beamed with a witching grace. 

And spoke what no tongue could tell. 

I dreamt not then that the heart could forget. 

Or that plighted love could die ; 
Nor knew that afFection's bright star would set. 

And hope's fairy visions fly. 
Ah ! I thought that love was a sacred thing, 

Of pure and heavenly birth. 
Where virtue, and faith, and truth might spring, 

Unmingled with things of earth. 

But soon — soon alas I hath this fond heart felt 
That its dreams of bliss were gone. 

For I found my image no longer dwelt 
In the breast of that loved one. 
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false were thy vows, and hollow thy heart — 
That heart which I deem'd sincere — 

Still thy mem'ry is treasured — still thou art 
To my blighted bosom dear. 



LINES TO B_ 



smile again that smile of joy, 
Which round thy lips once played. 

When life's bright hopes shone gloriously, 
And pleasure knew no shade. 

Youth's flowery wreaths were all thine own. 

Thy bosom knew no care. 
Till he, the false, the perjured one, 

Had stamp'd his image there. 

Blighted, and drooping now thou art, 
Pale, pale thy once fair cheek ; 

I cruel thus to win a heart. 
Then leave that heart to break. 
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THE COTTAGE MAIDEN. 

The evenin' breath is blawin', 

Sae saftly o^er the lea ; 
And pearly draps are fa'in', 

Like tears frae nature's e'e. 

The sun, ayont the mountain, 
Has hid his bumin' rays ; 

And round the moss-edged fountain 
A darker shadow plays. 

The peacefu' stream meanders, 
Like silver through the glade ; 

And by its waters wanders 
A lowly cottage maid. 

'tis nae idle dreamin', 

That tempts her feet to stray. 

When pale moonlight is streamin' 
O'er mossy dell and brae. 

'Tis now when soften'd feelin' 
Wi' peacefa' pleasure glows ; 

And bliss, frae heaven down-stealin', 
The soul woos to repose. 
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For holy thoughts are swellin' 

On ev^nin^s bahny gale, 
And ilka sound is tellin' 

Some heart inspirin' tale. 

She's but a cottage maiden — 
A' her riches — ^peace and health ; 

But earth to her is laden 

Wi' boundless stores o' wealth. 



TO A CHILD. 

Lovely, laughing, little sprite ! 

How I love thy dimpled face, 
Kosy cheeks, and ringlets bright. 

Dancing free with nature's grace ! 

Sylph or fairy sure thou art — 
Mortal thing thou canst not be, — 

Twining thus around my heart 
Witching spells of infant glee. 

Care or sorrow thou hast none — 
All of life is fair to thee ; 

Heaven protect thee, little one I 
From temptation keep thee free ! 
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WHAT IS EAKTH? 

Earth is at best a vale of woe, 

A dreary, desolated waste ; 
Though here and there a spot may glow, 

Which sorrow's steps have never traced. 

Why should a cold and hollow heart 
Within the human bosom beat ? 

Why should the bliss, which smiles impart, 
So often prove a counterfeit ? 

why should man a tyrant prove, 
To load a fellow man with woe. 

When he, by holy deeds of love. 

Might round his path make roses blow ? 



LOVE NOT THE WOKLD. 

Love not the world — shake its chains from thy heart. 
Earth's greatest gifts can no comfort impart ; 
Though its pleasures are sweet, they are hollow the 

while — 
Love not the world — ah, beware of its smile. 
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Love not the world, though its flowers may be fair, 
Each rosy path is beset by a snare ; 
Bright though the sun shines in youth's summer day, 
Soon will its lustre grow dim and decay. 

Love not the world — ^let thy heart's treasure lie 
In yon happy land where love cannot die, 
Where every danger and sorrow shall cease — 
Love not the world, and thy end shall be peace. 



THE SOUL'S REFUGE. 

Jesus I I would be thine, fain would I throw 
Aside the thraldom, and the thoughts of earth, 
To find in thee the new, the heavenly birth. 

And taste the bliss which none but thine may 
know. 

1 to be freed from sin, — anew to live. 
Redeemed, and justified, and wholly pure ! 
Not of the world though in it — but made sure 

Of that salvation thou alone canst give. 
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Saviour ! take my heart, let me repose 
On that unbounded love which bore the load 
Of a whole world's guilt ; and with thy blood 

Opened the fount whence every blessing flows. 

Thou art the refuge, and the only rest 
For every weary, heavy-laden heart : 
Guide me through life, and when from life I part 

Take me with thee to be for ever blest. ' 



JOY IN SOKROW. 

Oft have I seen the dark storm cloud 
Tinged with a bright and golden hue, 

As, breaking from its frowning shroud, 
It burst in beauty on the view. 

Thus, though the clouds of sorrow lower, 
And gloomy shades obscure my bliss. 

Though terror should my soul overpower. 
And plunge me into deep distress ; 
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Yet even in those hours of ill, 
When all around my path is drear, 

My soul would look beyond them still, 
In filial love, and holy fear. 

Behind these clouds my Father dwells, 
There is my Saviour's blest abode ; 

1 this my fear, my doubt dispells — 
Faith in my Saviour, and my God. 



HOLY SPIRIT. 



Holy spirit, gentle dove, 

In my bosom make thy home, 

Never, never to remove — 
Never more from me to roam. 

Cold and cheerless is my breast — 
Lonely, weary, faint I feel — 

Void of comfort — void of rest. 
Till thy glories thou reveal. 
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Earthly fame no honour brings — 
Earthly joys no pleasure give ; 

Only on thy heavenly wings, 
Comfort, peace, and honour live. 

Haste, haste, then, quickly come — 
Bring those gifts of love to me — 

In my bosom make thy home — 
My companion ever be. 



THE ONLY SAFE GUIDE. 

Rise, my%oul, delay no longer. 
Cast thy doubts and fears away ; 

Sin is strong, but Christ is stronger — 
He will be thy help and stay. 

Lead me, my Saviour, lead me 
Safely through this dreary land ; 

With the hidden manna feed me — 
'Neath thy banner let me stand. 
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HEART-YEARNINGS. 

Holy Saviour, wilt thou hear 
A weary sinner's humble prayer ? 
Wilt thou, Jesus, bend thine ear, 

And mercy show, 
And cleanse my heart from guilt and fear, 

And save from woe ? 

Humbly I come, at thy request — 
give the weary wanderer rest I 
Let comfort fdr the troubled breast 

Be found in thee. 
And every sin, by faith confessed, 

Now pardoned be. 

Too long, Lord, this heart of stone 
No sceptre, save the world's, would own ; 
But now, Lord, before thy throne 

I bend the knee, 
Resolved henceforth to live alone, 

Jesus, to thee. 
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ON LEAVING CRAIGNISH. 

! fareweel to the highland hills, 

Where happy I hae been ; 
Fareweel to every flowery brae, 

Each bonnie strath sae green. 
Adieu I thou bonnie sea- washed shore, — 

And every lovely spot ; 
E'en when I wander far away, 

Ye ne'er shall be forgot. 

Amang the wild and craggy rocks, 

I'll never wander mair, — 
I'll never climb their steeps again 

To pu' the wild-flower fair. 
Nae mair I'll listen to the sound 

0' these sweet gushing rills. 
Nor sit upon the mossy knowes, 

Amang the heathery hills. 

Then fareweel to the highland hills — 

A lang, a sad adieu, 
And fareweel to the highland hearts, 

Sae honest, leal, and true. 
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Adieu to every flowery vale, 
And wild romantic spot ; 

But in my breast these scenes so fair 
Shall never be forgot. 



NEW YEAR. 

'Twas in the auld year's hindmost night, 
That now was wearin' fast away, — 

The silver moon was shinin' bright, 
And hearts and faces a' were gay. 

The new year's mom had scarcely dawn'd 
When twae-three hearty lads drew near — 

Wi' right guid will they took our hand, 
And wished us a' a guid new year. 

But soon the fiddle-strings were screwed. 
And Bob wi' a' his might began ; 

Then up they bang'd as quick's they could, 
And on the floor they took their stan'. 
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had ye seen how Geordie danc'd 
Wi^ bonnie Annie o' the hill ; 

And how the brisk wee ploughman pranced, 
And lap, and flang wi' a* his skill. 

And Andrew, brighter than them a'. 

On ilka side was raisin' fun — 
Ye might ha' tied us wi' a straw. 

When wi' his daffin he begun. 

He laughed and sang, he danced and spoke. 
And wan the companjr's right good will ; 

For weel could- Andrew gi'e a joke, 
Nor did he take another ill. 

And gard'ner Bob, a canty chiel'. 
As ever handled weel a spade — 

He tripp'd sae lightly through the reel — 
The rantin', rovin', highland blade. 

And bonnie Ann, frae Inverness, 
Was Bobie's partner a' the while ; 

1 wat she was as blythe a lass, 
As ever trod on highland hill. 

And sober Sandy, aye sae quiet, 

Wi' brisk young Graham, and mony mair ; 
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I'm sure we spent a merry night, 
And danced till every foot was sair. 

Blythe were we a' that lee-lang night, 
And that blythe heart I hope we'll wear^ 

And meet again, frae care as light. 
To welcome in anither year. 



THE AULD OAK TREE. 

When the sun has sunk o'er the mountain high, 
And the moon beams bright in the clear blue sky, 
Then haste, dearest Jeanie, to my fond arms flee, 
And meet me at the gloamin', neath the auld oak tree. 
The auld oak tree, the auld oak tree I 
That stands in its pride by yon bonnie green lea, 
haste, dearest Jeanie, to my fond arms flee. 
And meet me at the gloamin', neath the auld oak tree. 

When the sky is clear, and the wind is still, 
And nae sound is heard, but the gurglin' rill. 
That glides in the moonlight sae canty and free. 
And wanders aye sae saftly, by the auld oak tree. 

The auld oak tree, &c. 



69 

I care na' for noon, when the sun shines bright — 
! gi'e me the gloamin' and the pale moonlight ; 
And gi'e me the lassie that's dearest to me — 
My ain bonnie Jeanie, neath the auld oak tree. 

The anld oak tree, &c 



WILLIE'S LAMENT. 

cease, fond heart, to languish,— 

Away, each bodin' fear ; 
Ye cruel thoughts o' anguish, 

Nae mair my bosom tear. 
what shall soothe my sorrow V 

Or what my doubts dispel ? 
What comfort can I borrow 

My present grief to quell ? 

The path sae thickly shaded 
Beside that stream sae fair — 

Its beauties a' hae faded 

Since last we wander'd there. 
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The trees hae lost their blossom — 
The fields are not sae gay — 

And peace has left my bosom 
Since Annie gaed away. 

The nistic brigg is swingin^, 

Just as it used ip be ; 
But nae light foot is springin' 

Across that brigg to me. 
There's nae wanderin' at the gloamin', 

Nae waitin' mang the broom ; 
Nae lightsome lovers roamin*, 

But a' is wrapt in gloom. 

My days gang by in sadness, 

And solitary thought, 
While my poor heart to madness 

By love is almost wrought. 
My life is lost to pleasure — 

I pine for Annie's sake, — 
give me back my treasure, 

Or Willie's heart will break I 
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JAMIE^S MISHAP. 



I ken o' a lad, 

And for a fair maid, 
His heart was near broken in twae ; 

A saffc country blade, 

And a mason by trade ; 
And for the puir laddie Fm wae. 

A'e night off he set 

To the hame o^ his pet. 
In hopes the dear lassie to win ; 

And ane might weel guess. 

By the length o' his face, 
What a state the puir creature was in. 

But times they were tight 

Wi' Jamie that night ; 
For a rival was watchin' near by, 

And he raised sic' a din, 

After Jamie got in. 
As compelled the young lover to fly. 
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But a thump and a roar 

Met him just i' the door, 
And he darted away frae the strife ; 

But he took a wrang turn, 

And fell into the bum, 
And barely escaped wi' his life. 

When, dripin* wi' weet. 

He was set on his feet, 
Sic' a spectacle never was seen ; 

For the drookin' and spite 

Had exhausted him quite, 
And he stood wi' the tear in his een. 

Sae, covered wi' shame, 
Puir Jamie gaed hame ; 

But his love got a cool ere the mom ; 
And he swore 'twad be lang 
Ere again he wad gang 

To court a lass close by a bum. 
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SOUR GRAPES. 

A gard'ner lad cam' coTirtin' me, 
And told his love wi' glentin* e'e ; 
But a' his wily words sae slee 

Were wared on me in vain, 0. 
He spoke o' love's unchangia' hue. 
And said I'd ne'er get cause to rue ; 
But the laddie, wi' the apron blue. 

My heart could never gain, 0. 

whist, ye silly loon, said I, 
Ne'er think wi' me love's bands to tie — 
To wed wi' you I'll ne'er comply — 
Sae never mair come near me. 
Though you should wait for twenty year. 
And still your love for me appear, 
Nae chance, nae change my heart could steer. 
My breast nae love could bear ye. 

Your lang-tailed leeks gae hame and plant. 
Your green kail, too, your care may want, — 
The cabbage thinks your time but scant, 
That ye can nae attend them. 
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Gae fiirr your tatties, stake your pease, 
And keep that puir saft heart at ease, — 
And mind tie up your auld fruit trees, 

For fear the wind should bend them. 

My faith, said he, ye yet may rue 
The slightin' o' a gardener true, 
Whase greatest faut was love to you — 

A jade sae proud and saucy. 
But youVe said plenty — ^that is plain ; 
May auld Nick tak' me for his ain 
If ever I come back again 

To sic' an ill tongued lassie. 

Ha I ha ! your tune is altered noo, 
I think you're wise in time to rue, 
When ne'er a chance was left for you ; 

But noo my words. Ill hain them, 
But mind the tale, when foxie saw 
He couldna reach the grapes ava. 
He ca'd them sour, and turned awa', 

Though fain he wad ha*e ta'en them. 
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MY HEART'S BEACON STAR. 

weel I lo'e to range the fields, 

A' deck'd wi' green sae gay, 
And view the sweets that simmer yields 

On ilka flowery brae. 
They bring to mind the days gane by, 

When nought our joy did mar ; 
The days o' bliss, when thou wert nigh — 

My heart's bright beacon star. 

'twas a gladsome, happy time — 

Ower swiftly did it glide, 
surely bliss was in its prime, 

When thou wert by my side. 
But adverse fortune frown'd on me— 

Her power I couldna' daur, 
And now I wander far firae thee. 

My heart's bright beacon star. 

weel I lo'e my cottage hame, 

By Gala's gurglin' stream, 
Where a' that bears affection's name, 

Frae ilka e'e does gleam ; 
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Ilk' kindly face is dear to me, 
But thou art dearer far — 

The sun that lights my destiny — 
My heart's bright beacon star. 



ADDKESS TO THE BRITISH SOLDIERS IN 
THE CRIMEA. 

ON SENDING "THE BORDER GATHERINGS" TO THEM FROM 
STOW, DECEMBER 1854. 

Bold and noble sons of Britain, 

Ever first in battle seen — 
Be your names with honour written — 

Be your laurels ever green. 

Take the little gifts we send you — 

Every one a message bears 
From some dear one left behind you. 

Charged with blessings, and with prayers. 

We have heard of all your daring 

On the gory field of war — 
How firm ye stodd, and undespairing 

Braved the legions of the Czar. 
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How on Alma's heights victorious, 
Undismayed ye fought and won — 

Balaklava too-— but glorious 
Were your deeds at Inkennann ! 

We are proud to call you brothers ; 

Ye have gained a deathless name ; 
Every conquest for you gathers 

Brighter lustre to your fame. 

Courage, soldiers I never falter, 

Gdd is with you on the field ; 
God, whose mercy cannot alter, 

Ever is your strength and shield. 

Forward, soldiers I onward — fear not, — 
Overthrow the despot's throne ; 

Victory's crown the Czar must wear not — 
Freedom, fame, must be your own. 

Fight, brave warriors I still grow bolder — 
And our blended prayers shall be, 

Victory to the British Soldier- 
Honour to the brave and free. 
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TO CAPTAIN MITCHELL OF STOW, 

NOW WITH HIS REGIMENT IN THE CRIMEA. 

Could'st thou leave thy Scottish mountains, 
And thy native woodland dells, — 

Gushing streams, and crystal fountains. 
Sweetly edged with heather bells, — 

Lonely glens and shady wildwood, 
Leader's haughs, and silver tide, — 

All the cherished scenes of childhood. 
Circling beauteous Carolside ? 

And the friends who clustered round thee, 

With affection, deep, sincere, — 
Could'st thou break the chain that bound thee 

To those faithful friends so dear ? 

Could'st thou leave thy winding Gala, 
And the peace her vale imparts ; 

Where thy presence sheds a halo 
Round our grateful loving hearts ? 
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Could' st thou leave each dear heart-treasure, 
And the hopes, the joys they yield — 

Cast behind thee wealth and pleasure, 
For the fearful battle-field ? 

Duty called thee, — ^martial glory 
Urged thee onward to the fight ; 

On thou sped'st, though fierce and gory 
Burst the war-field on thy sight. 

High thy spirit, danger daring, 

Proud thy country's arms to wield, — 

Proud the sword of freedom baring, 
Europe's liberty to shield. 

O'er the plain, dark and appalling. 
Death and pestilence prevailed ; — 

Shot and shell around thee falling, 
And by winter^s storms assailed ; — 

On thou sped'st, nor death, nor danger 
Could thy ardent heart subdue — 

Ever brave, to fear a stranger, — 
To thy Queen and country true. 

For the cause of truth contending 

Every foeman to repel ; 
Britain's rights and fame defending, 

And a tyrant's power to quell. 
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to see thee home returning, 

Kichly laden with renown, 
Noble deeds thy name adorning, 

Honour's laurels for thy crown I 

When the world no longer wailing 
Shall endure the scourge of war ; 

When o'er Europe peace prevailing 
Shall relight her glorious star. 

And, ! when heaven shall restore thee, 
How our raptured hearts shall glow, 

As we hail thee, crowned with glory. 
To our lovely vale, and Stow I 



CHEER, BOYS, CHEER. 

Cheer, boys, cheer I still forward — ^never fearing — 
High o'er the dark cloud hope is gleaming bright — 

See in our front the foeman now appearing — 
On, gallant warriors I on to the fight. 
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On— ever dauntless I shell and cannon daring ; 

Though on the dread heights, death and wounds 
are rife, 
Firm and unflinching, Britain's banner bearing, 

Ne'er let your courage waver mid the strife. 

Cheer, boys, cheer I for freedom's light is o'er us — 
Cheer, boys, cheer I for loving hearts and home — 

Cheer, boys, cheer I there's honour bright before us — 
Cheer, boys, cheer I for the victory to come. 

Cheer, boys, cheer I each warrior bosom gathers 
New strength and courage on the battle field — 

Fight, boys, fight I let the spirit of our fathers 
Now in the deeds of their sons be revealed. 

Fight, bravely fight I shall we like cowards falter ? 

No I free-bom Britons ever shall be free. 
Ne'er shall a tyrant aught of Britain alter, 

But freedom's flag shall wave o'er Jand and sea. 

Cheer, boys, cheer ! for freedom's light is o'er us — 
Cheer, boys, cheer I for liberty and fame ! — 

Cheer, boys, cheer I there's honour bright before us — 
Cheer, boys, cheer, for a great and noble name I 

Cheer, boys, cheer I in valour never failing — 
On to the conflict — Heaven is our aid — 
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God is our shield, over all our foes prevailing — 
Trust in his mighty arm — ne'er be dismayed. 

God — the god of battles, he will defend us — 
He will our guardian and guide ever be — 

He will salvation and victory send us — 
He is the God of the brave and the free. 

Cheer, boys, cheer ! for heaven watches o'er us — 
Cheer, boys, cheer I undaunted let us stand — 

Cheer, boys, cheer ! there's victory before us — 
Cheer, boys, cheer, for our Queen and fatherland. 



GALA WATER.* 

" Braw, braw lads on Yarrow braes, 

That wander through the ^blooming heather ; 

But Yarrow braes, nor Ettrick shaws. 
Can match the lads o' Gala Water.'' 

Braw, braw lads. 



* The above Song was written, not by the Authoress of this 
little volume, but by a generous and patriotic individual, who 
was anxious to produce a song on the same subject, which aU 
the hraw lads connected with Gala Water might heartily sing ; 
and it has been produced among the '' Rustic Lays," tp give it 
currency. 
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Trae are their hearts, as when of old, 

Wi' bow and spear they crossed the border, 

When many a knight and baron bold. 
Bowed to the lads o' Gala Water. 

Braw, braw lads. 

Though now no more we seek as foes. 
Our kind brave friends across the border. 

We still can use our spears and bows, 

To guard our Queen, our laws, and order. 
Braw, braw lads. 

Seek ye in vain, through our sweet isle. 
Lasses to match wi' Gala's daughters ; 

Saft are their een, and bright their smile — 
Bright as the sun on Gala's waters. 

Braw, braw lads. 

Sweet is the spell that binds us to 

Our native streams, and hills, and heather ; 

By land or sea, our hearts beat true 
To the braw, braw lads o' Gala Water. 
Braw, braw lads. 

Thanks be to Him who sends all good, 

That we were bom mid hills and heather — 
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'Mid rivers clear, and old pine wood — 
And that our home is Gala Water. 

Braw, braw lads. 

Proud of our home then let us be — 
Proud, but all grateful to its author ; 

And let each Gala lad's pride be, 
To be the pride o' Gala Water. 

Braw, braw lads. 
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